must help us sometimes. Two ships are dis-
charging wounded at this moment. I must have
hospital gowns and blankets for them.

BAMFORD : You can't., madam. I'm sorry, . .
(Pertly) Why not continue to be self-supporting ?

FLORENCE (disregarding the sneer] : There are
bales of them in your store.

BAMFORD (wringing his hands) : But 1 tell you
those haven't been passed, madam. There's' no
Board till next week.

FLORENCE (patiently) : I see your difficulty, and
though 1 think it's ridiculous of you I wouldn't
comfi to you if I could get supplies from civilian
sources. But I can't. I've tried.

BAMFORD (with barely concealed satisfaction) :
That's a great pity. So the despised purveyor
is some use after all. . . . They'll have to make
shift with what they've got, I'm afraid.

FLORENCE : No, Mr. Bamford, they will not have
to make shift. I ask you to supply these things.
They're absolutely necessary.

BAMFORD : I'm sorry, I can't.

FLORENCE : Think again.

BAMFORD : I say I can't.

FLORENCE : I order you to supply these articles.

BAMFORD (sulks) : I'm not responsible to you, or
the Army. I'm an official of the Treasury. You
know the regulations. Change the regulations
and I'll be glad to oblige.

FLORENCE : I'm not going to change the regula-
tions, Mr. Bamford. I'm going to change the
purveyor.

BAMFORD (with a short contemptuous laugh) : I'd
like to see you.

FLORENCE ; You shall,
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